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The contention of the two famous Houfes 

Queene .He is arreftcd,but will not obey, 

His fonnes he fai th,fhall be h is baile. 

IVi^.How fay you boyes, wiH you not ? 

Edward. Yes noble father, it our words will feme. 

Richard. And ifour. words will not, our fwords Hi all. 
2V%.Call hither tothe ftakt v nay two rough Beares, 

King. Call ’Buckingham . and bid him arme himfelfe. * 
Torke.QzW Buckingham and al t the friends thou haft". 

Both thou and they flial ! ' r e this fat all houre. 

Enter at one door e y he Earles of Salisbury and IFarmcke, with Drum 

Cliff. Are thefe thy Beares ? weei baite them foonc, 
Defpight of thee, and all the friends thou haft, 

War. You had beftgo dreameagaine. 

To keepe you from the tempeft of the field. 

Clif.l am refolu d to beare a greater ftornje 
Then any thou canft conjure vp to day. 

And that ile-write vpon thy Burgonet,* 

Might I but know thee by thy houfftould badge. 

^r.Nowby my fathers age, oldeNeuifscreft, 

I he rampant Beare chaind to the ragged ftaflfe 
This day ile weare aloft my burgonet, 

As on a Mountain* top the Cedar ftiowes, 

That keepes his leaues in fpightofany ftorme 
Euen to affright thee with the view thereof! 

c/if. And from thy burgonet will Trend the beare 
And tread him vnderfoote with all contempt,. 

Defpight the beare-ward thatprotedbhimfo. 

TongClif. And fo renowned Soueraigne to armes 
o quell thefe Traitors and their complices# 

Ric ^•Fie.Charity for fliame,fpeake it notin Ipighr, 

For you fiiall fup with Iefus Chrift tonight. P '° 
^ r Fou i e Stigirtatickethou canftkt tell, 

■ ^.No,for ifnot in heauen,youTfu re ly f lJp j n hell. 

Sxit times. jilamts 
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torhe dffd L&nc&Ber. 

, m thebattaile, and then enter the Dukf of Somerfet and Sj- 
^cbtfd fighting, andRtchard kilshtmvnder thefgneoftheCafile 

inS.Abones, 

v k h so, Lie thou there, and tumble in thy blood, 

\ybit s hccrejthe figne of the Caftle ? 

Then the Prophefie is come to P f* 

For Somerfet was fore-warnd of Caftle,, 

The which he alwayes did obferue. 

And now bchold,vnder a paltry Ale-houfe figne, 

Somerfet hath^imde^e Wizzard famous by his death. Exit. 

Alarms agame, , and enter the Earle of Warwicks alone. 

Warwick* Clifford of Cumberland, tis Warwicke cals. 

And if thou doft not hide thee from the beare, 

Now whilft the angry Trumpets found alarmes. 

And dead mens cries do fill the empty aire : 

Clifford I fay, come forth and fight with me 

Proud Northerne Lord, Clifford of Cumberland, 

Warwicke is hoarfe with calling thee to armes. 

Clifford ffeakes within. 

Clif. Warwicke ftand ftill, and view the way that Qiftord 
hewes with his murthering CurcelaXjthrogh the fainting troops 
tofindetbeeout. 

Warwicke ftand ftill,and ftir not riU I come. 

Enter Torlte. , 

"\tVar . How now my Lord,what a foote ?. 

Who kild your horfef 

Torke. The deadly hand of Clifford. Noble Lord- 
Fiue horfe this day (laine vndcr me. 

And yet braue Warwicke I remaine aliue. 

But I did kill his horfehe lou’dfo well,- 
The bonieft gray that ere was bred in North, 
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